
WCAZCL'S 

we plop" 



THE character in the broad-brimmed hat and 
the tight pants walked over to the post office 
porch. 

"They tell me yer name is Waggin' Weazel. 
Is there a joint fer me to bed down in tonight?" 

"Wal, stranger, there's a room over at our 
ranch. Come on over — we'll see what Ma Stomp 
has ter say." 

Weazel and the stranger set off down the 
road. The man who wanted a room certainly 
didn't seem like a Westerner. In fact, Weazel 
had never heard such strange talk. The hombre 
made everything sound like a smart crack. 
Where did he come from? 

As Weazel thought, the stranger chatted on. 
"Slick country out here. What do ya do fer a 
big time?" 

"We have our ways of entertaining our- 
selves. Always something happenin'." Weazel 
didn't question the man, because out West you 
waited until a man felt like talking. 

By this time they had arrived at the ranch 
and Ma Stomp came bristling out, walking as 
fast as though she didn't have a wooden leg. 
When Weazel told her what the stranger 
wanted — a bunk for the night — Ma looked the 
man over with her careful squint. 

"All rightie," she finally decided. "Come 
right after me." 

They both followed Ma to an upstairs room. 
The stranger explained that his suitcase was at 
the station. Ma Stomp and Weazel left him 
alone in the room. , 



Weazel went back to the post office. At the 
mail window, where he inquired every day, 
Weazel was given the first letter addressed to 
him in three years. He sat on the porch steps 
and lore it open. It read: 

Dear Sir: 

As a leading citizen of the town of Sleepy Gulch, 
we wish to call upon you for aid in the greatest plan 
since the construction of the atom bomb. 

A representative will call upon you in the next 
few days" to explain the details of this great plan. 
We are certain you will wish to be of assistance in 
this wonderful opportunity to serve your part of 
the country. 

Sincerely yours, 

Acme Acme Ace Star Co., Inc. 
Signed: I. Stall 

Weazel read the missive three times. True, 
he was about the leadingest citizen of the 
county and they had come to the right person. 
True, he would like to have "this wonderful 
opportunity to serve his part of the country!" 
But what was it? Did they want him to run for 
Senator? Then an idea struck, and Weazel was 
off for the ranch like a bullet. 

In three minutes he was knocking on the 
stranger's door. When it opened, he found the 
man in a robe and very sleepy-eyed. He asked 
Weazel to come in. The stranger sat on the bed 
and Weazel, standing, talked fast: "Are yuh a 
representative of the Acme Acme Ace Star Co.? 
'Cause if yuh are, ah'm the leading citizen yuh 
come tuh see!!" 

"Sorry, kid, yah must be talkin' about some 

other character. Never heard of this Acme 

outfit!" > 

Weazel was thunderstruck. He had been so 

sure! He left. In the kitchen he sat down to 
think. Then he thought he understood. The 
critter upstairs DID come from that company, 
but he was trying to swing a deal of his own! 
He was going to take his, Waggin' Weazel's, 
place! He was going to get credit for the plan — 
whatever it was. Weazel pulled out the envelope 
he had received and scrutinized it carefully for 
an address. There was none! Even the post- 
mark was obscured. 
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*J£S5£ J'/MMy 

starts cur re 

STJCfC UP A STAG? 

coach eore/jps up 

mT/i /M7SW TPOU8l£.' 



SOSHfWWI CAN'T I ROB A STAGE- 
COACH LIKE J"E5SE JAMES ? 




HMM--kVC»NPtR WHO TtiEM TWO ) 
FELLERS ARE? j— 




IT€LLyA,SLIM, 
WHAT WE NEEP 
15 MORE 004.0/ 



WE'RE GlTTlN' 
MOREGOLP/ 
ITS COM IN' IN 
ON THE STAGE 
COACH/OUCHT 
TO BE HERE ANY 




MAH CHANCE .'I'LL HOLP 
UP THE STAGE COACH 
ANP STCAL THEGOLP- 
LIKE JESSE JAMES/ 





SKIPOO, SIXTY/y/WCB/ 
BANG.'BANG.'SAfiKf 




RECKON I'LL CUT POWN THIS 
HILL AN'CREEP UPON THE 
STAGE COACH FROM B-EHlNP.' 



rL 




WONPER IF TC'N SEE IT FROM" 
HERE-— WHOA, SIXTY/ 




CRIMIN7/THET THAR FALL HURT 
Ml PR IDE .'JESSE JAMES NEVER 
FELL OFF'N HIS HOSS.' 





«ffV/YUH WARM I NTS --STOP 
THET STAGE COACH ANP HANP 
OVER VUH GOLP -'CAUSE JESS! 
JIMMY*S ACOMM'FOR IT.' 




\ME AN WHILE ON THE 
\5TAG-e COACH- — 



HMM-THEM HOSSES LOCK 

ALL TUCKERED OUT 

THINK ILL GIVE THE POOR 
CRITTERS A REST.' 





BY GINGER, THE"/ STOpPEC?. 1 
I GUESS THE** KNOW 
BETTER'N TUH FOOL WITH 
JESSE /A^A^V/ 



HOT POG/HERE'S THE BAG OF 
GOLP RIGHT ON THE BACK 
O' THE COACH / 



OF ^ 




SKlPOq,SIXTV/WE GOT 
TH' GOLP- -NOW LET'5 CiT.' 




TH INK I 'LL PRACTICE SHOOTl N ' WH IL E 
THE HOSSES REST--WONPER IF I C'N 
HIT THET CAN .' 




( J"UMPIN' JEHOSEFAT/THEV 'RE SHOOTl N ' 

AT US, 8UT WE'LL GIT AWAY-- J"U5T 
^LIKE JESSE JAMES ALWAYS PIP.' 




LOOKUK/l,ROP,'PAL E- FACE 
©OV COME WITH SACK 



UGH.'WZ WILL HAVE 
TO LOOK INTO THAT/ 




[uHOH.'/A^7fcW5/ 




GlT OUTA MY WAV.VOl) IN JUNS--IF YA 
PONT, MY TRUST Y SIX SHOCTER IS I 
GONNA START TALKIN'/ 



UGH.'lF RALE-FACE BOY NOT LET 
US LOOK IN SACK MY TOMAHAWK 
WILL STARTUM SCALPM'.' 



HUH?OH 5-5-SURE.' 
SURE/GO AHEAP 
AN 'LOOK.' J— 




ftAW.'HAW.'ME LAUGHUM SO MUCH 
ME HAVE UM TEARS IN EYES/ 



6Y THUNPER .'RECKON J SCAREP/ HERE — 
'EM.ALL RIGHT.' THEY'RE SO f\ TAKUM 
FRIGHTENEP THET THEY'RE fC BACK GOLO 
CRV/N'f > m ■ -=C— C<1 PALE-FACE? 





AW- IT WUZ ONLY A Biro/ 
C'MON,5lXTy,LET5 GET 
HOME ANP HIPE THIS 
COLD/ J 



BOY /WON'T MOM 8E SuR- 
PRlSEP WHEN SHE SEES 
WHAT I GOT/ 



HMM-THOSE TWO FELLERS 
ARE STILL HERE.'WONPER 
WHAT THEY'RE POIN'/ 




SHHHf^bT So 
LOOP f ITS GOLD' 
I STOLE IT OFF THE 
STAGE COACH JU5T 

LIKE JE55E 
JAMES.' 




(HMM-NOWrTHINIcrUNPgRSTANP/ ) 



WHAT'S WRONJG,MOM?yA LOOK AS IF YA 
PipN'T BELIEVE THERE'S GOLP IN THET 

SAC 
OH.THERE5 &OiP 
IKI iT-ALLRlGHTi 



THESE MEN ARE PAINTERS f\[ HA f HA f 
THE*/ WERE GOING To RUT MAT HP.* 

THE GOLP PAINT ON THE )\ H*f HO.' 

(CHAN0ELIERS.* f 

-i? 










THE 
ENP? 









SHELTER AT 

LAST, ANC? SOME 

V^N ICE HOT SO U &f 




'C 'Y?z 



MAW. MAW YEAGS AGO, OL 'SMOKEY 
y7s7?%B> 7*>E£AA/£> Or S/A?IV->-AM£?/r t¥AS . 
SO CO£.G>, //E'lP //AYE YO£/7?//A/#r T//AT 
&IAC/OACKS tVEGEAIAPEOrA'ATOZE// 
/A/At/ 'COt/AlSE THAT MS WAY &ACK /A/ 
S MONEY'S YOUT//—- . . 



HOWC?y, JIMMY/ GUESS 
yOU NEEC? A FEW MORE 
INCHES TO REACH 
THAT MAIL BOX/ 





JIMMINy.' THE MAIL IS WONDERFUL/ 
JUST PROP IN THE LETTER ANP 
IT COMES OUT ANY PLACE IN THE 
WORLP YOU WANT IT TO/ 





yep/ But when i was a 
young lac? back »n alas- 
ka/twarn't so easy, no 

SIR REE/ 




ALASKA.' GEE 

SMOKEy, you 

NEVER TOLO 
ME THAT ONE/ 



rv 



WELL .SIR.' IT WAS 
UP IN PAWSON 
'BOUT I680 AS 
T RECALU— 



WUZ CXSTCWMY &OS SL&O 

amp rrAcervL uMre— 





FJZ&ZESsf TIGHTER THAN 
A PRUMMMM-A LETTER 
TO SENATOR SNOE7WELL 
COWN IN WASHINGTON, PC 



MtSHT BE IMPORTANT/ WELL, 
SMOKEy WON'T LET THE GOVERN- 
MENT CaOWN' IF THET OELIVERV 
BOy CAN'T REACH SENATOR 

SNOI7WELL, 







C here va BE—^r^Kgyggggj 







UGH.' WWITE SUCKER COME 
C*OWN TRAIL.' ME KETCHUM-- 
GETTUM WORKOUT FOR 
NAY FISTS/ SETTUM NEW 





GO, PUSSY CAT/ WE USE-UM PECO*/) 
-PLAN NO. 629 ON UM WHITE MAM//f 






HE AIN'T GONNA GIT 
/*«£• IN THAT IGLOO/ 
NOW IF I COULEE JEST 
GET A FIRE GOING -- 



YOU 
. WANTUM 
MATCH, 

HAW, HAW! 





BET YOU WEAJ?UM FINE. 
QUALITY, FIFTH AYENOO 
k SHIieT FOR ME, HUH? 






A/A/A4E WIN GAME OF 
WITS/ ME ^OTTUM 
iNSOMH/A— NOT 
IM ALL. 






3 BY SUM, <\ 

II ^3T J 


*"**k ■ 


, PUFF, PUFF/ j^s^ ffi 


^^^\?j ii^^l 









c'mon.cto^/ xou're <sonnahaul\ 
me an i? a letter plumb £*3wn 

TO lYAS////VG7naA// — 




FROZEN FUPGE.' 1 PLUN*B 
FQRSOT 1 HAPTO <SlT 
OVER SKYSCRAPER 
CLIFF UPAHEAP/ 




X LESSEE NOW.'/ IF IT WAS COLO 
ENOUGH TO FREEZE THE ZPCXBS 
YESTERDAY* MEB5E X KIN FICS- 
GER SOMETHlN OUT/ 




JB *W £>#YS AM? 

#/<SHTS IAT£&— 



HERE, AMU K/ RECKON 
'/OU'RE TIREP OF BE- 
INS a ^e»-TOWAy 




£AT£A1 



•ANP |N«AH--RECOtf- 
NITION OF VOUR AS- 
TOUNDING FEAT, WE 
AWARC? YOU THIS DI- 
PLOMA FOR YOUR-- 
ER-- l^AREpEVI L 
J7R1VE FROM PAWSON 



GOSH, CAN I SEE THE 
PIPUOMA ANP THE 
SLEDANC* THE — 




*V 



WAL.Y'SEE SON- 



THEM WASHINGTON FOLK 

PUT THE SLEC? IN THE 

SMtTHSONIAN INSTITUTE/ 

-ANC7 THE CTPLOMA- WAL 

ONE DAY I CHANGEPAMUK 

INTO A GOAT--ANC? H£ ET 

IT UP? 



<==- 



/£\ 



G 



t> 



QUNNO. JIMMY, SOME-T LOOKIT^S 
TIMES I SET TO -KsMnmi 

THINKING VOU PON'T 
BEUCVB MY STORIES. 



OL'SMOKEY 
THERE'S A 
LETTER IN 
your BACK 
:ket/ 




BY SUM, SURE ENOUGH - 
ITS THE SAME LETTER/ 
NOW VKNOW I'M TELLING 
THE TRUTH / 




VSfir 








EVE NT TH' KIPS 
TOO --I'M GONNA 
SEE WHAT THI5 
IS ALL ABOUT.' 





R£ACH.'S\LVER POLLAR 
PAN, YOUR STAGE 
RO68IN' PAV5 ARE OV£f?S) 


(s -STAGE 
[ROS8IN'? 


>^ 




V 


gKuo'5 


Cjr"^} 


ypj 






V' 1 \rr5f G»k J 


W$Mm 








imSm 






11 v^^^^^^B 1 i 




^S^^H ^ 




^^^^ ^****^ i 


"A 



AH'M NO CROOK f 
AH M KATKARSOH- 
\ — i PEPUTY fr^ 

— V 




HA f HAH/ Ho ho no.' 

SILVER DOLLAR CAN, 
A PEPUTV?TAKE 
HIM AWAY 0OVS/ ^ 




i^P 




F^fS^ 




c^s^ 




^ffssK\ 




^W^^^X^ 




v. w»iv>rr) 





ITELLVA I'M KAT 
KARSON / 'yA CAN'T 

oo this to ami 

v: 



WE CANT PO IT— BUT 
WE ARC f VA CAN'T FOOL 
US, PAN If j -* 



m 



WHAT A SPOT.' THEY THINK 
I'M A REAL PESPERAPO 
OR SOMETHIN'/ 




THANKS, PAL. 'I'M 
(SLAP SOMEONE 
KNOWS I'M 
NOTSlLVEf?>£ 
POLLARD 
PAN/ 



HAiHA /STILL KIPPIN', EH, PAN? 
TREMEMBER, I'M YOUR 
I 1 PAi &AKltZn f 



PAL.BANGOf 




ULPPPf YTHIS HOM8RE MUST 
0E PAN'S PAL/^ER-HAHA.'-yEA, 
--I'M A gig KIPPER — - , 








OH -yeAH.'TH'eiG 

job/. Messer 

KIN CO SOME 
PEPUTV-IN'HERE, 
IF r PLAY smart 
AN' FERME- 







PERES 
PA BANK, 
PAN .'THE 
BOYS'LL 
BE HERE 

ANV 
MINUTE,' 



THE 
BANK? 
OH^YBS.' 

THE 
9 ANK/y 



^ 



tVAlTHERE^M 

GONNA SEE 

THAT EVERV- 

LTH1NG ISOKAV.'I 

"I GOTTA WCRK 

FAST.' 




/B SHORT 
T/MB LATE/?-- 



(OKA^BOYS.'lTS ALL 
SET-- WE CAN WALK 
RlffHT IN AN* TAKE 
OVER TH'BANK/ 







IT '5 DEPUTE 

KAT KARSON, 
NOW/ALL I 
ffOTTA P0 IS 
SLAM TH/S POOR- 



C 





V+\N-WHAT; WH- who 

Hare you.* i — 
V 



ILVER POL.LAR 
CHUM- 
THINK I'LL 
HAVE SOME 34^ 
tf*7" PKACTIcef 




I'LL LOIN VA TO 
PRETENP YER ME, 
IMPOSTS Rt 

\J 




HE GOTtvlE.'l'M 
PONE FOR/OW.' 




WELL.AT LEAST WE KNOW NOW 
ZACKLi WHICH OF THESE TWO 
I© "SILVER DOLLAR PAN/ 

ANYHOW — WHO'P EVER THINK 
PAN WOULP LOOK AS PUM0 — 




'^ ^ 



-AS TH/5 
PUM0 



AH GUESS V'CAN'TJ 
JUPGE A QOOK B 
0Y IT'5 COVER, 
EH, BOSS? J 





TOO LATE.^nI 
MISS BORTM.' 
THERE'S 
THE BELL' 




\ 



GEE, THAT WAS A CLOSE 
SHAVE — TEACHER ALMOST 
CALXSMT ME OFF SASGJ 
NOW FOR THAT ^/S^/A^// 




*OL£' AiAA/ WYE*, TA/AT 
OLE' MAA/A/MeA*"^} 



ARROWHEADS?] 
(THAT G/VES ' 
MEAMttPEA , 
F&A* SOME FUN) 
— SAY I KNOW 
WHERE THERE'S 
PLENTY OP 

ARROWHEADS.'/ 




you DO? WELL 

CTON'T STAND 

THERE/ LEAP 

ME TO THEM 



OKAY, FOLLOW ME// 
(HA,HA--MLL ME 
&£ &U&P&/SE&S?) 




f 



J& SMS&7" tVALKtATZA? AT THE 

y/t.£A<SE — 



JUST A LITTLE WAV 
MOKE , PROFESSOR' 



THERE yAARE/ 
ALL THE 
ARROW HEATHS 
yOU WANT/ 



ARROW HEAPS 
MA&E TO OR0e&S 
wny you LITTLE 

WTOTCH.W& 




ARflOWHEAPS 

- BOWS , 

f REPAIRER 
BOWSTR»^f„ 



Y 



jR^i 



^. 



v 



l ( 



& 



I ONLY 
SHOWED HIM 

SOME 
ARROWHEADS.' 



BAH/ SHOWING 
ME MADE TO 

OPPEPAI?-, 
ROWHEA1DS/ 

.WHAT A BRAT/ 




I'LL SET EVEN WITH THAT 
MEAN PROFESSOR--- 
V BUT ri RST I'LL SO 
v -zr 1 A73S///AAS/ 






I'LL SHOW HIM SOME REAlV 
ARBOWHEAPS EVEN IF I 
HAVE TO PLANT 'EM! A/A/ A/Af 



HA.' HA/ HE'LL THINK HE'S 
FOUNC? SOME REAL RELICS 
WHEN HE FINRS THESE/ 






3 MUST t?U5H TO THE 
VILLAGE ANP WIRE My 
CPISCOVE-Ry TO THE 
UNIVERSITY/ 



I SHOULP HAVE 
KNOWN HE MIGHT 

PULL A STUNT 

LIKE THAT/ 





hev prof. why 
you rush so 
Fast? 



CHIEF. I % VE 
JUST 

UNEARTHEC? 
THESE AMC/EHT 
ARXOM/EA0S/ 





"BOWSTRING 
CHARLIE* MAKUM 
SAME 



PAY 



r— it's^ I 

BRAT I, 



GRRR 
THAT 

THAT 
PLANTED THEM! 
4 





THERE'S THE LITTLE 
SCAMP/ I'M GOING TO 
TEACH HIMA<SOOG> LESSON/ 




X 



Ze 



f A LKSHT TUS ON 
l TMIS LINE W«LL 
^^AKE HIM UP/ 




3ll/&&ll/B'\ HAlHAIHAf I HOPE 
TT^/n, J THAT COOL'S YOU 

/tAlF*/ , ^ OFF TO ANY 

MORE TRICKS/ 




MMlLP^ff W HERE, CSPAB 
I CAN'T ,.,k_THIS POLE.' 

swim.'//^:/*' 




THERE WE ARE/NOW 
LET THAT TEACM YOU 
NOT TO PLAY PRANKS 
ON PEOPLE.' 




I'M LOOKING FOR 

vRfZ/OS NOT 
SOME OP" BOW- 
STPlNcS CHARGE'S 
MAKE UP, 



■V 



MK5WT AS WELL 
TAKE »N THIS 
LINE — HEy-lTlS 
KlNDAAflMlO'/ 




BAH/ JUST AN OL' FISH'S 
SK£C£T&/Vf HEY PRO- 
k FESSOC, HERE'S A 





^P, FOR 


RELIC ' 

YA' y-> 


t|| 




V^/i^^^ 






§2^ 


^;^» 








v^Pir^ 


3^*/ 


\ ' ^"lfc— S" 


v\Jp 



GRS/fT SCOTT BOY. 
WAIT! THIS IS THE 
SKELETON OF THE 
LONG EXTINCT'^fc'AXyl 
FIOUNOEROUS" THIS 
WILL MAKE US 

FAMOUS/ rg-^ W 




r 



WE'LL MAKE A TOUR 
OF THE COUNTRY 
ANC? YISITALL THE 
SCHOOLS — 



V 



z?\& you 

SAY 
SCHOOLS? 







I FORGOT THAT THERE^J 
IS /VO^S/Z/A'' ALLOWED 
HERE.' SORRV, 

PROFESSOR.'/ 







IT'S A&WKBZP 
AT LAST/ 






say, have: ya H wagon M 

GOT ANYTHING \ WEASEL? 
FOJ? WAGON 1 OH. 
WEASEL? THAT'S SHOI?E.' 




VUP/ THAT'S IT/ 
MY NEWJETTO 

RLOW 
PEMON STRATOF?.' 



y. 



THAR SHE 

BE 
WEASEL! 




x'll hustle: this 
rksht over to 
farmer silo anp 
demonstrate it/ 
he'll be my first 
customer/ 

<0 




THIS THING WMJ_\1 
OPEN OL' SILO'S 
EYES I VES SI REE/ 





•V*** 



\ 



76 



WHAT IN TAR 
NATION ARE 
YER UP TO 
NOW, 



hiwmrS 

SILO.' WAtT'LL 
VA SEE 

WHAT X 
HAVE TASHO* 






I'LL SHOW VA WHAT^ 
IT'LL C>0 iNAr- 
MlNUTE/y/ 





YES, SIR' V IT SHOF?E^ — /jUST SI<SN V 
HERE'S )POES.AHEAPN ON THE 
AN ORI7E"l?l O' RLOWIN'/ I'LL JL POTTEP 
BL AN K / ri ORPE RON El £»X\L INEZ 
WEASEL/ 






yES.ANC? 

By THE 
WAV, HOW 

vo ya , v 

•STORTH-J 





GOSH/ THE RLOW/ IT'S 
TEARING UP 1 MAIN STRTECT/ 
IF I PON'T STOP THE 

IIN<S IT'LL TEAR UPTHE 
WHOIE TO WAS. 




3W0WGULCH 




\( oh-h-h/ x better 
hv getoutta Metre: — 4 




if the: sheriff 
grabs me, i'm 

GONNA BE-.. 




O-GOSH/ 

TH' 
SHE^/FT/ 



^weVe been ^ 
try in to ketch 



up to you 

WETA5 EL-WAS 






WE WANT TO THANK yOU 
FOR SAVING US THE JOS 
Or E?|GG)N* UP A NEW 
C?ITCH FOf^ THE WATER- 
MAIN-ANP FOR TEARIN' 
?OWN THE ROST OFFICE 
SO 




SOS/// HE'S passerV 

OUT.' POOR FELLER'S 
BEEN WORKlN' TOO J 
HARC? IN THIS HEAT/I 



Weazel thought hard. He'd outwit that fox. 
And now he could just about place where that 
stranger came from. He came out of the North! 
He'd heard a man talk like that in a movie, and 
he came from a county called Brooklyn. Well, 
that was a clue! 

That night when everyone was having grub, 
Waggin' snuck up to the stranger's room. This 
was against ranch rules — but the critter was a 
crook! Waggin' looked through the Brooklyn 
man's pockets and the dresser drawers. He 
found nothing. Only an old card that read: 
"Good luck in the new job, dear. Come home 
soon!" No signature. Found nothin'! Why this 
proved it. The post-card said "new job" — the 
job that Acme wanted to be handed over to him! 

At eight sharp, Waggin' was inSheriff Cuckoo's 
office, explaining the whole situation. 

"As I see it, Weazel, there isn't much evi- 
dence. There's a party under suspicion. Am I 
right? Am I?" 

"I guess so, Sheriff. But what can I do to 
catch the coyote?' He's stealing my job!" 

"I'll go up to the ranch with yuh, son. We'll 
see if he shows his hand. I need somethin' con- 
crete to proceed on. Somethin' concrete. Am 
I right?" 

At the ranch, everyone was gathered in the 
main sitting room, talking. The stranger was 
there, and he was doing most of the saying. 
The Sheriff and Weazel sat down. 

"I come up here to wait for my company. 
When they get here I got a job. Waited for five 
years for this opportoonity. What a break! 
Looks like the old luck sign is on me at last! 
This is the pay-off!" 

Weazel looked at the Sheriff. 

"Uh, I don't want to be soundin' inquisitive 
son, but whut kind of work are yuh aimin' tuh 
do? Always like to know about new projects." 

"Well, but, it's kinda secret stuff. Real hush- 
your-mouth business. You'll have the know-all 
when my company gets here." 

Weazel looked hard at the Sheriff. 

Then the conversation turned to other things 
— the chores for the next day on the ranch, 
and the coming Amateur night. Weazel got rest- 
less. He walked out into the night, leaving the 
Sheriff behind. 

As he walked down the road he heard the 
zooming of a high-powered motor car. It whizzed 
up and came to a screeching stop. A man in city 
clothes leaned out of the roadster. 

"I'm looking for a place called the Bar-None. 
Can you direct me?" 



Weazel got on the running board and drove 
with them to the ranch. When the car stopped, 
Weazel asked the man excitedly: 

"Are you from the Acme Acme Ace Star Co., 
Inc.? If yuh are, ah'm the man yuh want, and 
that crook representative of yours is inside!" 

"Why, no, I'm not with them at all. I am 

looking for a new man I had sent out here. I 

was told I could find him at the Bar-None:" 
They walked in to the sitting room and the 

Brooklyn man got up. "A.G.! Here I am! All de- 
livered and drooling to take a flier at that new 
sharp job!" 

" The two men walked off to the corner and 
talked. Weazel told the Sheriff how the new 
visitor had denied any part of the Acme outfit. 
and yet knew the Brooklyn swindler. 

Soon another car was heard driving up, and 
a crowd of people swarmed into the room. 
Their conversation overflowed with. "Darling!" 
"Isn't it too, too wonderful!" and many ex- 
clamations the like of which had rarely, if ever, 
been heard on the Bar-None. And the ladies 
wore silk stockings and the men had grease on 
their hair! 

Ma Stomp came up and asked what they 
wanted. The first man in the car explained: 

"We're making a new picture in your beau- 
'tiful country, Madam, and we're going to be 
here for about two weeks. Think you can put / 
us up: 

"Pitcher?" Ma asked. "Yuh mean the flicker 
stuff they got in town? You from Hollystone— 
or whatever it is?" 

"Hollywood, ma'am. And this first boarder 
here is our new star, imported from New York. 
Name of the picture is "The Dream of Brook- 
lyn"! Terrific! Colossal!" 

Weazel went to bed without talking any fur- 
ther with the sheriff. The crowd talked and 
laughed most of the night. 

Next morning, Ma Stomp knocked on the 
door and shoved a letter under. Waggin' read it: 

Dear Sir: 

Pursuant to our previous notice, this will 
introduce our representative, Mr. Rotts. 
Sincerely, 
Acme Acme Ace Star Co., Inc. 

The man wanted Weazel to be the first to 
invest one thousand dollars in a monument to 
be erected in memory of Sitting Bull. As a 
leading citizen, Weazel was the man they 
thought would start the campaign. 

The leading citizen threw Mr. Rotts down 
the stairs. 



wan. 



10* 




\OWWf This hurts me much 
more than it hurts you!! Take 
it easy, , 



iM 



HP gets 
it in THE 
ENPf 



